OH GAY ARE THE GARLANDS

Harald checked, stumbled against Wolf, and then
went on again. Wolf looked sideways at him and saw
that he seemed satisfied, and his mouth was beginning
to shape as if he would whistle. 'What was it?' he
whispered. Harald nodded at him and said: 'That
was my half-brother, Olaf,' and he added, *If he is as
good as his word I will have a shrine built to him at
that corner one day.'

So all three went along to prison with a little more
hope. It was a queer place, and had perhaps once been
something else; they were put there so that they should
be alone, and far from where the rest of the Guard
were, in case they came to hear of what had happened
before doom had been given. It was a square brick
tower in the middle of the houses, with an open top
and no windows. There was just one door sunk a
little below the street level, strips of bronze criss-
crossing thickly over it. Inside there was a stone floor
and the beginning of a staircase going up. But it
came to an end about the tenth step, and all that was
left were two or three fallen blocks that did to sit on.
When it became plain that there was no immediate
way of escape they sat on the blocks and tried to make
out just why and how it had all happened. The more
they argued about it, the worse they thought of the
Greeks,

About noon the Empress Zoe had her bath of milk,
with almond oil and honey of roses, which she had
prepared herself, stirred into it. Then she lay naked
on a couch while her very skilled Indian slaves
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